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Mother Pearce, à Baud. Mr. Reynolds. 
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Perſons of the D A ANA. 


Heartfree, Father to Charlot, 
and Uncle to Louiſa. Mr. Wells. 
Rovewell, in Love with Bel- 8 Mr. Mullart 
lamira. F 
Trueman, in Love with 
" Charlot. - Mp. Lacey. 
Brainworm, a Cheat. Mr. Ficlding. 
Mulligrub, a Vintuer,  Mr.Stoppclacr. 


Shameleſs, @ Felongs7W, Mr. Dove. 


2d Felon. Mr. Hicks. 
2d Felon. a Ar. Croſs. 
Bruſh, Rovewells M Me. Wells. 


Simon, 4 Barber's B Mr. Hicks. 
A Fiddlcr, a Drawer, Conſtable, Watch- 


men, Cc. 
WOME N. 
Bellamira, 4 Courtezan. Mrs, Mullart. 


Charlor, in Love with Trueman. Mrs. Clarke. 
Louiſa, in Love uith Rovewell. Miſs. Wood. 


Mrs. Mulligrub, the Vint- 
ners Wife. ; : Mrs. Rhodes. 
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P ROL OG UE 
Spie I Mr. Fielding. 


$ routed Squadyons quit ** boſtile Field, 
O'er peur 2 er peur d by Numbers, yet too brave to yield, 
Their Troops they rally, and their Loſs h upply, 
e more reſolv d tbe Fate of War to try, 
So:from'ſucceſsleſs Toils our Heads we raiſe, 
Studious to pleaſe, and proud to aim at Praiſe ; 
Your Smiles alone can animate the Stage, 
15 pire with comic Mirth or tragic Rage; 

ew Life we breathe, hr crown'd with ow Ap= 
And glory to purſue ſo juſt a Cauſe : uſe, 
F = and ll Whey the Call { F 
And all, *tis no race to fall; 
In great — alone true Merit lies; 


Fight who avely di 
fe wel Woes in Fight who bravely lt 


Motiues Pall our Labour 
By no mean Arts we wou'd our Glory gain; ; 
_ Unenvoy'd ge bibild gach. rip al Stage, 
And with % in a grateful Age; 
Where er he Muſe and her —— dwell, 
Still may they flouriſh as they! merit well. 
* From Scenes of old our preſent Tale we draw, 
And make with Toy your Taſte alone our Law ; 
= __ not on the comic Nene rely, 

tot btly Song for Aid we fly ; 

Hexcefe e Ma 7 2 s we 2 4M Praiſe, 
— yonr Plaste, and our Merits raiſe. 
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ACT I. SCENE LI. 


7 


Rovewell and Bruſh. 


Bruſh. Ax, good Sir, conſider what 
= you are doing; can a Man of 
5 9 Senſe find any Excuſe for fal- 
2 ling — in Love with 
= a common Woman? Alaſs 
= he regards me not — pray, Sir, hear me— 
7 SONG I. Peggy grieves me. 


Rove. Give me, Heaven, the Power to range, 

And rifle every Flower, 

Thro* all the ſweet Delights of Change, 
And loſe no joyful Hour. 

The Nymph who, laviſh of her -- pokes: 
To more than one gives Fire, 

Has Raptures left to 2 5 theſe Arms, 
And gratify Defire. 


Why are Proſtitutes ſuch odious Things? Bella 
mira's beautiful as the moſt chaſt; can Cuſtom 
A 2 ſpoil 


Love and REVENGE; er, 


' ſpoil what Nature made ſo good? if ſo the Birds 
and Beaſts are happier far than Man, in whom 
inborn Heat is held no Sin. | 
Bruſh. Good lack! good lack! what a ſtrange 
Thing it is to ſee a Man in a Dream with his 
Eyes wide open! I beg, Sir, you will hear me 2 
little, and not let your Paſſion run away with 
your Reaſon” tis want of Philoſophy makes Men 
fall in Love at all; but nothing leſs than Want 
ol common Senſe could ſuffer a Man to grow 
Monately fond of a Whore, as you, Sir, know 
Bala is, you know ſhe has been kept by your 
intimate Friend Trueman, and now left and deſ- 
piſed by him. 
Rove. Impudent Raſcal! ceaſe your Imperti- 
nence. e | | 
Bruſh. You may call my Love what you pleaſe, 
Sir, but I muſt, and will be your Friend; I can- 
not be dumb, and ſee you run headlong into your 
Ruin, as molt certainly you-do, while you indulge 
this dangerous Paſſion for ſuch a vile Woman. 
Rove. Very good! Have you done I pray? 
Bruſh. Read your Hiſtorics, Sir ; ſtudy your 
Philoſophers ; examine your Poets; and you'll 
ſce how full their Writings are of the wicked Ex- 
amples of lewd Women. Oh, Sir, they are the 
moſt giddy, uncertain Motions under the Hea- 
_ and he 1s happieſt, who has leaſt to do with 
— une 


SONG II. Trumpet Minuet. 


Would you paſs all your Moments in Health and in Joy, 
Let a Friend and a Bottle thoſe Moments employ ; 
The Nights wwhich you give to your Friend and the Glaſs 
Are free from the Stings that attend the falſe Laſs. 


Rove. I would fain know how thou cam'ſt by 
all this Wiſdom and Experience. 

Bruſh. I have juſt enough to make me beware 
of that ſubile Sex. Women, Sir, ee 

4 7 


The Vid ren Outwitted. $ 
d any Man's Underſtanding, they give 
— 2 them to day, and Mex Al xa — 
chem to morrow, they pleaſe you this Minute, 
and torment you the next; and, in ſhort, Sir, if 
you'll excuſe a Proverb, brought out of the 
Kitchen, they'll give you Roaſt-Meat, and beat 

you with the Spit. | | | 

Rove. I know not by what ſtrange Fate I am 
hurried on, but I muſt enjoy her, be the Conſe- 
quence what it will. | 


SONG III. Young Fefer's Minuer. 


Thro* every purple Vein 
Her Charms like Magick run 
. T glory in my Pain 
And yield to be undone, 
A thouſand glowing Loves 
Lie wanton in her Eyes, 
While from each Part, 
With thrilling Smart 
A pointed Arrow flies. 
[Goes out.] 


Bruſh, Undone indeed, poor Gentleman, good 
Counſel is but thrown away upon him. O Cupid! 
Cupid! how unſearchable are thy Myſteries? 


{Goes out.] 


Il. Scenes Changes. 
Trueman and Mulligrub. 


True, How now, Mulligrub, thou ſeem'ſt in 
great Diſorder. | 
Mull. And have Reaſon to be ſo, Sir. 
True, Why what's the Matter, 
Mull. I have been in queſt of that Rogue of 
a 


6 Love aid Revenct; or, 


all Rogues Brainworm, but to no Pu 
Sir, he has play'd me ſuch a Prank lately — 
True. Prithee what was it? | 

Mull. Why, Sir, he brings a fine Lady with 
him to my Houſe one Night, whom he told me 
he had juſt married, and that ſhe was a great. 
Fortune; upon which, you may think I 
extremely civil: A Supper was beſpoke, which 
was upon the Table in a Trice ; then he draws 
out a Bill of twenty Pounds, · and deſired me to 


O, 


let him have the Money for it, the Goldſmith 


living too far to ſend to at that time of Night; 
I very readily, like an Aſs as I was, comply'd 
with his r the Bill, and withdrew. 

True. Ve „ pray go on. 

Mull. Thin! cones” wp N blind Harper, and 
cries, Do you lack any Muſick ? he eries play, 
the Drawer is nodded out, who obeys to be ſure, 

beleiving he would be private with the Gentlewo- 
man, and 'tis for Haſb's Intereſt, you know, 
Sir, to wink at ſuch Things. 


SONG IV. Young Damon once the happy Swain. 


The God of Wealth is painted blind, 
A Satyr on the buman Mind, 
Nome from the Cenſure's free : 
When be commands we all obey, 
And to the Night convert the Day, 
And neither hear nor ſee. 


True. Well this was but right and civil; but 
what happen'd afterwards. 

Mull. Having eat his Supper, and perceivin 
no one in the Room but the blind Harper, whoſe 
Eyes Heaven had ſhut from beholding Iniquity, 
he packs up my Plate, and with that and his 
| Whore, decently conveys himſelf out of the Win- 
dow : The poor Harper plays on, wiſhes the emp- 
y Diſhes good Stomachs, and plays on ſtill; the 

wer returns, cries do you call, Sir? but ww | 
an 
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and alas! the Birds were flown, Sir, flown ; La- 
ments were rals'd— 

True. Which did not pierce the Heavens, 

Mull. Flaſh bawls, my Wife Skriems, I heard 
the Noiſe, and thunder'd, the Boys flew like 
Lightning, and all was in an Uproar ; my Plate 
being gone, and the Thief after it, I bethoughe 
myſelt of my Bill, and ran with all ſpeed to the 
Goldſmith's, to receive the Money; but now 
comes the worſt part of the Story, the Bill prov'd 
forg'd, I was ſeiz'd, Brainworm ran away, my 
Word would not be taken, I was found guilty of 
Forgery, loft my Reputation, and was put in the 
Pillory for being cheated, which you'll own was 
hard, Sir, 

True. And is it impoſſible ro find this Rogue 
Brainworm again ? 

Mull. He walks inviſible, Sir, you may as 
ſoon find Truth in a Gameſter ; Sincerity in a 
Lawyer ; or Humility in a Prieſt. He changes 
his Dreſs and his Lodgings as often as a Whore 
does her Name and her rs. But I hope 1 
ſhall one Day have the Pleaſure of ſeeing the 
Rogue hang'd in Hemp of his own beating. And 
ſo, Maſter, your humble Servant. [ goes out.] 

True. This is a moſt agreeable piece of Juſtice. 
This Vintner is a Knave, who has cunning enough 
ro cheat all who put Faith in him, and Wir 
enough to avoid the Puniſhment of his own Crimes, 
but, by the Malignity of his Fate, is ever ſuf- 
fering for other Men's Roguery, and no Body 
pities him, | 


SONG. V. Says Roger to Moll. 


When Sharper: are bit, 

Were pleas'd with the Wit 

Of thoſe who the Plunder ſhare, 

The Law we paſs by, | 
Did the Judge ſhut his Eye, 


nd REVENGE; 07, 
for Fuſtice-declare, 


7 0 cheat the Deceiver is fair. 


3 — LOVE 


Hs, here comes the ambo-dexterous Knave. 


” Brainworm enters, wo 


| So. Mr. "Drains. you are in great haſte, u 85 
' hot Scent, I ſuppoſe; what Darling of 
tune are you going to run down? 
Brain. Fye, Mr. Trueman, you ſhould not xt judge 
fo hard. 
Tue. The Accuſation of Robin Mulligrub, the 
Vintner, concerning the forg'd Bill, will give 
your Acquaintance juſt Cauſe to ſuſpect you. 
Brain: Sir, there is not a greater Rogue in 
the whole Company of Vintners, and 7 hey are 4 
numerous Body. 
True. His being a Knave is no Proof of your 
Innocence, you ſhou'd have appear'd in Court 
and diſprov'd his ſcandalous Accuſation. | 
. Brain. The Rogue knew I could not confront 
him in the Court, having a ſwinging Action out 
ga againſt me, ſo took the Advantage of my Mil- 
| Fortunes, and thought to vindicate his own, Repu- 
tation by aſperſing mine. The Villain keeps an 
Eſtate of 200 Pounds a Year from me, Which. 
my Father mortgag'd to him for à thouſand 
Pounds; and now he would rob me of my good 
Pu. Which you have 3 a Stranger to 
theſe twelve Months at - leaſt. Come, come, 
your , ſcandalous Practices, your Tricks and 
Cheats are pretty well known, conſider you have 
but few. Friends, little Reputation, and leſs Mo- 
ney 3 and if you ſhould be taken hold on by the 
Law, and convicted, you'll hardly eſcape its Pu- 
niſhment. 


Brain. As you ſay, Sir, being poor, I ſhall 


have but little Hopes. Few Men, indeed * 
for er but for Poverty many : _ 
rec 


\ A 


cy 0 . - 4 
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Part of Mankind 
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or without the Law, the li 
for the ſecurity of the Great. 


8 oN G. VI. Have ye ſeen Battledore Play? 


Have ye feen Weſtminſter-hall. 

Where the Lawyers ſhould meet to do Right Sir? 

7 bave ye 11 the —— batoi, 

_=—_ in 1 * 

bey cheat the daily... 

As were all their Delight ir? 

We firſt 'mong themſelves your Cbutiles divide, 

And ſteal whole Eftates with the Law on 1 my 

And as to tbe others, 

They'll trick their own Brothers, F Y 

Their Fathers or Mothers, | 

But who does attempt Sir, 

= Their Crimes to admoniſh ? 

ile poor Roguts you puniſh 

For Trifles, and nl wp in Hemp Sir. 


Take my Word, Sir, there are greater Rog 
ride in thelt own Coaches, than any walk 
on Foot. 

True, I wonder a Man of your Underſtanding 
and Education can deſcend > ſuch an infamous 
way of living. Have you no Friend that— 

Brain, When T had Money, Sir, I had many 
Profeſſors ; but Neceflity is the Touch-ſtone of 
Friendſhip, which is but a Shadow that attends 
the Sunſhine of our Prof} „that once over 
clouded with adyerſe Fortune 6 other ſtrait be- 
comes inviſible. 


80K G. vis. Young Jemmy, | 


When in My Chatior deboriait * | 
A Luises in de Rin | 
at Flower was half jo feet r Jai 


tho like me cord in 
* B But 


Love awd REVENGE; er, 


But bo! the ſudden turn of Fate, 

I flutter now no more, 

De Love of all is turn'd to Hate, 
None ever praisd the Poor. ; 


10 
WE 


' "True. I am well aſſur'd of your Misfortunes, * 
but if you endeavour to maintain a good Repu- 
tation, you ſtand fair for Preferment, you are 
well qualify'd for a Place, and have Merit enough | 
to countenance your Pretenfions. . 

Brain. With Submiſſion, Sir, I find you have 
ſtudied Books more than Men, you know what 
ſhould give a Man Pretenſions to Preferment, but 
are ignorant of what does. Alaſs! Sir, Virtue 7 
is of little Uſe, for he who has the moſt Money, 
is now the worthieſt Man, no Matter by what 
Means he obtains it. 2 

True, You are very ſatyrical, but I have al- 
ways made one Obſervation, that the greateſt ? 
Knaves are the moſt ſevere Judges, they view all 
Mankind in the falſe Mirror of their own Actr- 
ons, and when they can't defend their Villanies, 
think to extenuate them by pleading the Exam- 
ple of their Betters, | ö 


SONG vin. The Twitgher, 


So ſcarcely you meet 
1 Drab in the Street 
ut tells you with impudent Face, Sir, 
Fi rd ber Manners you blame, ? 
be counts it no Shame, 
To do what is done by her Grace, Sir, 
7 Ca 


Brain, Ay, Sir, if Example could juſtify Acti- 
dens, there would be no Theives in the World, 
Poſſeſſion wayld then be the only Right, Chil- - | 
dren might turn their Fathers out of Doors, Ser- 
vants. their Maſters; Perjury, Rebellion, and © 
 Blaſphemy, would all become lawful; I could fay | 
| DG more 


De Vin rN ER Outwitted. 


ſuch Severity, and Money an Argument to 


Black White, poor Men 
of their Betters. 
Tuc. | own few Men have the Senſe to bear 


honeſt Satyr as they ought. 


ſmall Treatiſe to your Peruſal, tis call'd, ber 
of a Knave ; tis a Deſcription of Mankind, writ- 


in the thriving Art of Chicane. 


WY” WY "OR wn 


gent to practice them? | 


neceſſary to ſtudy other Men than our ſelves; 
+ *tis proper to know falfe Dice, tho' a Man ſcorng 

to make uſe of them; ah, Sir, there's many 2 
Man, that you may think honeſter than m x 
would, if Opportunity ſerved, look in your Face, 
and pick your Pocket. 


SONG IX. In the Fields in Froſt and Snow. 


Lend the Knave a watchful Eye, 
N bo to ad bis Part, Sir, 
Talks of nought but Honeſty, 
To 7 e bis Heart, Sir, 5 
Full of Flams | 
Lies and Shams 


Sl „ 


Tricks and cheats 
Tour Care defeats 
Looks upon you with a Smile 
And your Pocket picks the while, 


The Times, Sir, are alter'd, Intereſt is now the 
Spring of all Actions, and for a Man to * Pre- 
| erment 


Brain. Sir, give me leave to recommend this 


cen originally in Spaniſh, by an excellent Maſter 


Brain. I mean no Reflection, Sir, on your Honour 
or Fortune ; but in theſe cozening Times, it is more 


IQ 
more, Sir, but great Men's Vices muſt be ſacred 
obere Scandalum Magnatum is puniſh'd with 


not ſpeak the Truth 


True, What ſhould I do with it? Think'K thou 
I am ſo baſe to ſtudy ſuch vile Arts, or ſo indi- 


a 


All be meets ey, 


Dee er, 
t D but a good Reputa 

Fo 1 8 ax a fue for a Lare un 

h 


Tr otherwiſe — however the 
411 of * Ti 85 ˖ Nrele an — eſſion on true 


tue, for that's a Roe ads immove- 
N in the moſt n WH * Fortune; there 


| 4 Be honeſt, and Tſhall be proud 
1 7 [Goes outs] 
bet * A $990 u Fellow! Lpicks his Pocket, 
he, * y . e my Ingenuity: Be 
BR you, Sit, no, I love 
ring 1 — ſhould be proud to 
yl 5 The piſe 5 Life de Ly 5 . 5 
rteſy : There are Fools enough in 
5 55 11 to ſtrik e their Fortunes out of, and 
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ace ryes to h Mes W has the Art to ex- 

er 
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Mother Pearce aud Bellimira; - 


M. Prarce; Good, honey Daughter, do not in- 
dulge thy Paſſion thus: Lou hear 7 rueman is to 
be married; A ; * has abus'd you, right; : he 
has caſt y ay + of II leave vou to the 
wide World, "am: tho! lue and white, black 
and green, forſake you, may: not red and yellow 
entertain you? Is therg but one, Colour in the 


Rainbow ? 


Bell. Ceaſe your ſententipus Nonſenſe, let me 
5 looſe as the Win P 9 


& ad, *twas you Link, 0 1 me, belieged 
1 my Heart with T: Palcs; 0 Vuemaz, repeated all 
Charms, and, made my Virtue fade like 
lowers with too much Heat, which when you 


a7 you let him know. bow, {mall-my, Strength, 
M & belt might Canquer.3 anc Mn, on 


o * 
8 * 
* 


is. @mewhat 1 Fo — 6 all I have about me, : 


when raging 
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Tyrant, ſound it true, and never ceaſed till he 
had Lr by — — chat haſt 
brought my an to ng. 
2 D Fll be fworn 1 
have b t to a hings I could, 
how can you beli my Induſtry thus? I have 
made as much of you as a Woman of any Con- 
ſcience could, I help'd you to L ill Chapman, 
Miſtreſs, none of your 4 — that 
Sin gratis, and bully a Woman into Co mpliance z 
none of your Lawyers Clerks, your pi niful Half 
Crown Sinners; but wealthy Citizens, that cou'd 
pay for. their Paſtime. | 

Bell. Pll be revenged, 8 dire Re- 
venge ſhall appeaſe my Rage or Fear, nor 
A; ſhall check my daring Spirit. 


SONG X. 


What Pow'r can Woman's Heart reſtrain 
When Love has got poſſeſhon there? 
Viriue and Reaſon plead in vain 

To keep us from the tem pay js Snare : 
All Laws both buman and divine 
We Sacrifice at Cupid's Shrine. 


Oh } how can I bear the Thoughts of his paying 
thoſe Vows to another Miſtreſs, which are due to 
me alone? and which he has hreath'd ſo oft in 
Kiſſes on my Boſom ? Falſe Traitor! tell me why 
didſt thou praiſe this Monſter to me ? 

M. Pearce. | did praiſe him, I confeſs 1 aid 
praiſe him; I ſaid he was a Fool, an Unthrift; 
a true Whore-Maſter, a conſtant Drab- keeper. 
F did pages him; but what, the Wind is turm 
the Pu wn wiſe on a ſudden: Bur will 
not his Friend Roverel! go down with you? he i 
wealthy, an almoſt out ” of his Wits for Love 
of thee, Then he is a fine Gentleman, and a 
_—_ one too, or I have no skill; he has a 


Leg like a Poſt, a Brow like à Bull, and 2 
Noſe of goodly Expectation. Bell. 


14 Love nd REVENGE; or, J 
Bell. T hate Rovewell for his Friend's ſake, and 
could murder all who know him; I cannot live 
without the perjur'd Trueman, nor ſhall he live to 
boaſt his Infidelity. O! I could curſe the happy 
Charlot, whoſe Charms have robb'd me of his 
Heart. | | 


Rovewell Evers. 


Rove. What clouded in Grief, fair Bellamira ? 
in ſuch a Sorrow ſat the Queen of Love, when in 
the Woods ſhe mourn'd her young Adonis dead. 
Light of my Soul! my Hegrt's fublimeſt Joy, 
why doſt thou weep? why like diſtilling Roſes 
waſte, diſſolving thus thy Beauties in a Dew ? 

Bell. Oh! *us not in the Power of Eloquence 
to eaſe my tortur'd Heart, talk not of Love, tis 
. talking of my Ruin. I can no more give Credit 
to your deluding Sex, whoſe Pride is to deceive. 

ove. Condemn not all our Sex, for the Incon- 
ſtancy of one: Indeed I cannot play the Hippo- 
crite, and court thy Beauties like one, whoſe —_— 
hangs only on his looſe Tongue. | 

Bell. Juſt ſo he talk'd, and I, fond Fool, be- 
leiv d, and tired him out with Love: But you are 
all falſe, inconſtant, faithleſs Tyrants, and Be- 
trayers even in that very Moment that ye gain us. 
Rope. Come, come, you mult conſent, this Bo- 
dy ſure was form'd for Love's ſweet Exerciſe. Oh! 
how ſhe fires my Soul ! [ Embracing ber.] 
M. Pearce. Ah! ah! ah! cunning Gi yl how 
te works him up by Degrees! well, if I had bred 
her of my own Body, ſhe could not have been 
more like me ſee, ſee, how prettily ſhe ma- 
nages him, her Eyes bid him come on, and her 
Hands keep him off: The beſt Way in the World 
to ſhut up his Underſtanding and open his Purſe. 


_ .. SONG XI. Abbot of Canterbury. 


The Damſel who deals in the Buſineſs of Love 
To its Pleaſures ſhould only by Intereſt move, 
TY Should 
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Sbould check ber ſtrong Paſſions ber Wiſhes diſguiſe, 
And what her Heart longs for, deny with ber Eyes. 


Bell. This Man, whom I abhor, through all 
my Rage I ſee has Paſſion for me; raiſe it, ye 
Powers, *till it becomes ſo high, to be employ'd 
a fatal Inſtrument in my Revenge [a/ide] Nay, 
pray Sir, leave the neglected, 

8 Can ſuch Beauty be neglected? Oh! hap- 
py, happy Trueman, who uncontroll'd may range 
o'er ſuck a Field of Love! 

M. Pearce. Ay, there was a Rapture for you! 
that's ten Pieces more in our Way, if ſhe is Rhe- 
toric Proof, and don't conſent too ſoon. 

Bell. Oh, my poor forſaken Heart 

M. Pearce. Ay, marry, that Sigh was artfully 
flung in. 

| Alaſs! Bellamira, why doſt thou waſte 
thoſe precious Drops in Memory of a falſe un- 

rateful Man? Sorrow will fade the roſey Tin- 
= of thy Cheeks, and blaſt thy ſpringing Beau- 
tics ; he ſaw thee not who left thee, ſuch Charms 
could not be ſeen and lighted ; uplitt thy Eyes, 
and ſee in me a Man, who doats upon thee. 
I am all Faith and Conſtancy. 

M. Pearce. So, now ſhe ſhould begin to diſ- 
ſolve a little, there's an Art in all Trades; in 
ours the Difficulty is to know when to come on, 
and when to ſtand off; the Man's Paſſion is now 
at the Top; and Things cannot long ſtand at the 
Top. It is an old Obſervation I have made, that 
when the Pot boils over, it cools itſelf ; But then 
all the Fat's in the Fire. Ay! that is not as it 
ſhould be ſhe ſhould encourage him a lutle, 
or the hot Fit will be over, and he'll degenerate 
into cool Reaſon again. 

Rove. My Love grows high, and rages in me 
like a Storm, believe my Vows ; but you have 
been deceiv d that way already; therefore thou 
dear, thou lovely, injur'd Fair one, credit my 

4 ; plain 
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plain Sincerity, I will be gfateful ig; 


« Rove. Forgive me, who too haſtily run v'er 
what ought to have been ſaid of my vaſt Paſſion. 
Bell. Think on the Sin. | 

Rove. 'Tis none, but a vile Impoſition on the 
Law of Nature, contriv'd by cunning avaricious 
Fathers, to ſtop the = Tide of generous Love, 
and tye it down to ſordid Intereſt : Deſire is a 
Law, fer down by Nature's Counſel, and not 
to be diſputed, \ 

M. Pearce, Ah, Marry, there's Logick ! there's 
an Argument to encourage Trading in our way. 
If I had not left my Pocket-Book and Pencil at 
Church laſt Sabbath-Day, I would have taken ic 
down in Short-hand. 

Bell. Think how you'll ſuffer in your Reputa- 

tation. 
+ Rov. No Matter what the Fools of Form ſhall 
«Fay, I love to pleaſe my ſelf and not the World, 
IT chuſe not with others Reaſon but my own, which 
ints out you as my ſupreameſt Good, Dull 
Euftoms I deſpiſe, Pl] follow Nature's Laws; 
Beauty was made for Uſe, it gives Deſire, Deſire is 
natural, and what is natural cannot be a Sin. 

M. Pearce. An excellent Doctor of Fornication, 
I yow, and argues learnedly for its Practice. 
Bell. Well, I will conſent — ſhall I? 

M. Pearce. Ay, that's prettily acted to the 
Life, the Girl has nickt her Cue. | 
Bell. Shall I, or can I, truſt again? oh Fool! 
how natural 'tis for Women to believe! will you 

not forſake me then? | 
' © Rove. Oh, no, my Love fhall ſtill increaſe, 
ſtill grow upon Enjoyment ; upon thy Lips 
T ſwear, by this, and this, and all the I 
his. -; Joys 
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to come, not Time it ſelf ſhall leſſen my Af- 


tection. | 

M. Pearce. So, ſo, the Articles are ſign'd, I'll 
leave them to exchange Prehminarics by them- 
ſelves. | [Goes out.] 

Bell. Can you believe this Heart, that has been 
uſed ſo ill already, can truſt to feeble Vows? will 
you be bravely kind? and as a Proof of your 
avow'd Affection reſolve upon a Deed, would 
ſhake a Soul that is not fix'd in Love. 

Rove. If within my Power, ſuppoſe it done. 


SONG XIII, Love leads to Battle, 


bro Scenes of Battle Love may command me, 
I to his Service devote my Days ; 

Nor Fire, nor Sword, nor Seas ſhall withſkand me, 
What Love commands my fond Heart obeys. 


Bell. Oh! Rovewell ! 

Rove. My Life! my Love! 

Bell. Thou haſt ſtolen into my Heart—indeed 
do not love Trueman. 

Rove. Then I am happy. 

Bell. Nay, I hate him. 

Rove. You make me bleſt. 

Bell. 1 wiſh he were not your Friend, for I hate 
him, by this Kiſs 1 do. 

Rove. | love to feel ſuch Oaths, ſwear again. 

Bell. Oh Rovevell! I have made a Vow. 

Rove. What Vow, my Charmer? 

Bell. I dare not tell ——-- endeavour to forget 
me, as I muſt all Mankind. [ Going.) 

Rove, Stay —— rack me not thus with thy 
unkind Delay, | 

Bell. As long as Trueman lives, I muſt not, can- 
not, dare not love. 

Rove. Then he muſt die 

Bell. Would I was any Thing, ſo he was dead. 

Rove. Will yau be mine when he is dead? 

Bell. Will 1! yes, by my Hopes of dear Re- 
venge I will, only yours, inviolably yours, 
ws £2 "ih Rowe. 
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Rove. Why then he dies, his Doom is fixt as 
Fate. | 

Bell. Now I am ſure you love me. | 
" Rove. Beyond Expreſſion, no Words can tel} 
the Tranſport of my Heart. Oh, let me claſp 
thee in my deſiring Arms. | 

Bell. Rovewell, forbear, while Trueman lives 

ou cannot take Poſſeſſion of my Love; and of 
Nis Death this Token I require : He has a Ring, 
dear to him as his Breath, a Pledge of Love from 
his fair Charlot; I have often try'd, with cunnin 
Art, to get it from him, but even in the ſofteſt 
Hours Fc Love, when I thought his Heart was 
mine by his proteſting Tongue ; he ſtill refus'd 
me, ſwearing his Life and that muſt part toge- 
ther now bring but this Ring, and you ſhall 
ask nothing I'll deny. 

Rove. What kill a Man! my Friend too? let 
me not think of it Reaſon avaunt — - Love 
how commands my Heart. Madam, farewel, 
I'll give a fatal Proof, how well I love. [Goes out. 

el. Miſchief ſucceed, - my Heart ſwells high 
with Vengeance ; the Friend will kill his Friend, 
Im that furvives I'll hang; then the Ring! that 
gives Malice larger Scope — Oh! the Joy 'twill 
be to torture Charlot's Heart, the Hatred which 
roceeds from Love neglected, out- does the moſt 
inveterate Malice, and thus, ; 
The baſe, the perjur'd Race of Men ſhall ſee 
How injur'd Woman can reſent in me. 


[Goes out.] 
IV ScgnE Changes, 


Heartfree and Trueman. 


Heart. Sir, Jam very well ſatisfy'd, you need 
not make any Apology, if my Daughter likes you 
as well for a Husband, as I do for a Son-in-Law, 
you ſhall be happy as you pleaſe to think yourſelf. 

True. I am only ſorry for Charlot's Sake, that 
my Fortune is not equal to my Love, 


Heart, 
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Heart. Look you, Sir, if my Daughter likes 
your Perſon, the Smallneſs of your Fortune ſhall 
not be a Bar to your Pretenſions. Underſtanding 
is better than Land I fay, and I had much rather 
marry my Daughter to a Man that wants Money, 
than to Money that wants a Man. 

True. Sir, this is a Bleſſing — 

Heart. That's as it proves, look you, young 
Fellow, no ſet Speeches, the Girl has an Inclina- 
tion for you, I believe, by what I have heard add 
ſeen, and if you can have Love cnough to make 
one another happy, I Il endeavour to preſerve it 


by a good Fortune. 
- True. If I can make my Way to Cherla!'s Heart 


I ſhall be the happieſt of Mankind. | 

Heart. If a good Word of mine will do thee 
any Service, thou ſhalt not want it, for I like 
thee, and think thee a proper Match for my Daugh- 
ter. I am for an Agreement of Years and Hearts 
in Marriage; I am not ſo old to forget I was once 

oung, I would not have her Hand given in one 

lace, when her Heart is in another. But, young 
Man, here have been Tears ſhed upon your Ac- 
count, but that's entre nos, hore was a naughty 
Woman of your Acquaintance Yeſterday with m 
Daughter, I wiſh you have dune honourably with 
that Creature. 

True. Sir, ſhe is the vileſt of her Sex, I confeſs 
I have had an Aﬀair with her, and now I have 
_ it off, ſhe purſues me with implacable Ha-/ 
tred, 

Heart. Well, well, we have all had our Follies, 
every one muſt have his Time of Probation, you'll 
know the Value of a vertuous Woman the bet— 
ter: But Pm inform'd your Friend Rovewell is grown 
paſſionately ford of her. 

True. Even to Madneſs, I never knew a Man 
of Senſe ſo beſotted. | 
Heart. Rovewell has not acted like a Man of 
Honour to my Niece: Loviſa, his Love to that 


Creature has robb'd him of his good Manners as 
| well 
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well as his Senſe, or he might have made ſome to- 
lerable Excuſe for his Neglect of the Girl. 

True. Tho' Rovewel! is, at preſent, bewitch'd by 
this pernicious Woman, yet I dare ſay he is a Man 
of ſo much Honour, that he will acquit himſelf 
to your Satisfaction. 

Heart. Your Pardon, Sir, I do not think ſo, 


I know how to reſent an Injury but here comes 


Charlot Enters. | 
Good morrow, Child, here is an Acquaintance of 
pou has been asking me to accept of him for a 


-in-Law: I won't put you to the Bluſh by as- 


king if you like him, tho? that's a Kind of Tell- 
Tale Look, my Dear, and if I have not forgot 
the Language of the Eyes, I can tell how your 
Heart beats. | Hl 205 
Char, Lord, Sir, this is ſo ſurprizing. | 
Heart Pſha! Pſha ! what you have not dreamt 
of a Husband to Night, I warrant ; well, well, 
Charlot, without more ado, Child, if you have 
any Love to diſpoſe of, here's your Chapman, 
and if you can give him your Heart, PII give him 
my Conſent, and a Coral for your firſt Boy. Up 
to her, young Fellow, and cur a Caper into her 
Heart. Be but impudent enough, and I'll war- 
tant Succeſs. 


SONG XIII. Three Sheep-ſkins. 


If of a Woman's Heart you would ſeture you, 
Be briskly bold, and ſtorm her Fort with Fury 
Be not tame, br 
Nor think of Shame, 


For then ſhe can't endure ye. 


Odd methinks I long to ſee them a-bed together 
well, I'll leave open che Door of Opportunity, an 
Cupid ſpeed ye. ; Goes out 
True. This, Charlot, is a Happineſs beyon 
our Expectation. * 
Cbar. Now am I ſorry my Father has given 
his Confent, 5 


True. 


. 


—— 
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True. How, Madam, are for it? 


ſorry 
Char, Yes, for methinks I don't like you half 


ſo well, there's a Pleaſure in overcoming Diffi- 
culties, and I ſhould ſtrangely like to be run 


away with. 
rue. This is all Romance, when ſhall be the 
happy Day, my Charmer ? 

Char. Ay, now 'tis my Charmer, I wiſh Mar- 
riage don't make me your Tormentor. I have ob- 
ſerv'd among ſeveral of my Acquaintance, that a 
very few Months have chang'd the moſt violent 
Raptures into a cold Indifterence. 


SONG. XIV. Princeſs Royal. 


I. 
When to the Bed 
Love we're led 
o yield our Virgin Pride, 
What Oaths are fwore 
They'll love us more 
Than all the World beſide. 


II. 
But when away 
No longer they 
The Marriage Promiſe keep 
But love each Fair 
Too much to bear 
And leave their Wives to weep. 


Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Sir, Mr. Rovewell is below, and deſires to 


_ with you immediately about important Bu- 
ne * 


True. I'll wait upon him; you'll excuſe me, 
Madam ; but in the mean time, conſider, now 
we have fecur'd your Father's Conſent, I ſhall 
think every Hour an Age, till the happy Mo- 
ment is fix d. 

SONG XV. No more invade me. aft. Part. 


No more, my Treaſure 
Delay our Ple — 5 


Ob give me Poſſeſſion of thy Charms. 
Char 
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Char. Then all-is over, 


. The kneeling Lover 
Turns to a Tyrant, whilſt in theſe Arms. 
True. Fair one believe me, 
Char. You will deceive me, 
And when poſſeſs'd of, will ſlight theſe Charms, 
True. No one can flight ſuch heavenly Charms, 


End of the firſt Act. 
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k. 
Trueman and Rovewell, 


True. So, my Friend, what News from Baby- 
lon? How does the Woman of Sin? 

Rove. O 'Irueman! ſure Nature never before 
produc'd fo damn'd a Devil. 

True, Which way does the Wind fit now? 

Rove. I have cicap'd falling into the worſt of 
Miſchiefs ; I have been tempted to thy Death, and 
in my Heat of Paſſion, inflam'd with wild De- 
fire, and robb'd of Reaſon, by her bewitching 
Charms, have vow'd to kill thee. 

True, What is the rampant Strumpet grown 
mad for the Loſs of her Man? now do you con- 
ſider, Rovewe!l!, what you might have done, urg'd 
by your Love, and her inveterate Malice? then 
think betimes, and let this drive her from your 
Heart. How can'ſt thou negle& the profer'd 
Love of fair Louiſa, and court the lewd Embra- 

ces of ſo vile a Creature? 
Nove. I muſt pity poor Louiſa; but oh, my 
Friend, that Creature, vile as ſhe is, has got into 
my Heart, and Reaſon cannot drive her thence, 
You have a Ring? 

True, Which ſhe would have. 

Rove. Ay, and thy Heart too, and as a Proof 
chat havekill'd you, ſhe commanded me to beg 
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that Ring, which ſhe was well aſſur'd you would 
not part from but with Life, for which Deed, and 
only which, I may poſſeſs her Love, 

True, And then you vow'd to kill your Friend ? 

Rove. My Paſſion, not I, for when my Reaſon 
interpos' { could not beat᷑ to look u myſelf; 
I am almoſt mad to think I doat upon a Body, whoſe 
Soul, I know to be ſo foul ; oh! that I could maſter 
my impatient Appetite | 

True. You may, you can, call Reaſon ro your 
Aid and ſtifle this Low, and ſenſual Fire, 

Rove. Oh! no, my Friend, there is no Reaſon 
in Deſire, I fear, I ſhall be urg'd to act ſome Deed, 
whoſe Name is hideous : Idare not truſt myſelf. 

True. No. 

Rove, It is my Fate, I muſt enjoy her. 

| True. You ſhall, here take this Ring, ſhew it 
that fair Devil, it will confirm her in the Belief 
that I am kill'd, and my Abſence at the ſame time 
will put it out of Diſpute. 

Rove. But if it be given out that you are ſlain, 
and that by me, I ſhall be ſeiz'd, where ſhall I 
find you? | b 

True. At Burniſhe's, the Goldſmith, I dare truſt 
him with che Deſign. 

Rove. Pardon me, my Friend, every Man has 
his Follies, eſpecially the Lover. 


SONG XVI. The Phy of Love. 


Ob God of Love, what buman Art 
Can ward againſt thy fatal Dart ? 
To what hard Fate are Lovers bound ! 
Since nought can cure 
What we endure, 
But the fair Pow'r that gave the Wound. 
[goes out] 
True. Now Repentance, the Fool's Whip o'er- 
take thee, I'll bes Friend to thee, bur not to thy 
Vice, no Goldſmith ſhall ſee me, I'll make thes 
know and feel thy Errors in the ſevereſt Senſe. : 
| | r on.] 


Sin 


2 Lover ad REVENGE; Of, 
Il, SCENE Changes, 


Brainworn Ernters, 


Brain. The Devil take all Dice; Iwiſh I could 
. forbear touching a Box while I live ; for what I get 
by the Follics of other Men, I loſe by my own, The 
Silver Tankard which I ſtole from Mulligrub (as 
reat a Rogue as myſelf) I ſold for five and twen- 
ty Pounds, and loſt it in two Hours at Hazard. 
I have now but one ſolitary Shilling lefe. Heigh 
| ho! — let's ſec, ſomething may be made of 
this Barber's Boy perhaps. 
| Simon Enters. 

So, my Lad, where art thou going ? 

Sim. To ſhave Mr. r- Sir. | 
Brain. Oh! that's well, I was juſt going to your 
Maſter's. E 

Sim. To my Father's you mean, Sir. 

Brain. Ay, right, chy Father's thou art a pretty 
Boy ; I have heard my Friend Mulligrub commend 
thee much. 

Sim, He is my Godfather, Sir. 

Brain. Yes, he told me ſo, and your Name is— 
Sim. Simon Smack, Sir. | 

Brain. A wiſe Boy, well, Simon, I was juſf 
going to thy Father's to borrow an Apron, a Ba- 

on and Razors to ſhave Mr. Mulligrubin a Frolick ; 
but now I've met thee, I'll rake thine. 

Sim. O dear ! Sir, what do you mean? 

Brain. No harm, my Lad, only a Frolick. Here's 
Six · pence for thee, thou ſhalt find thy Things at thy 
Godfather's if you come back in half an Hour. 
- Sim. Tis very well Sir, I thank you. [Goes out.] 

Brain. This is lucky enough, Mulligrub is ſo 
near ſighted that he can't. diſcover me thro' my 
| Diſguiſe, and if I can fix my Birdlime Fingers on 
any thing that's moveable, I'm ſure my Conſci- 
ence will not fly in my Face. I take more Pleaſure 
in Gang 24 Rogue than any Body I know ; 
and if I don't ſhave him now, I ſhall ſay my 
Wit and my Razors are both very blunt. 
u 78 I SONG 


= 
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SONG XVII. Hey boys up go we. 
Thus his Foes in each Shape, 
Old Proteus defy'd; 
Now a Bull, nou an Ape, 
His Godſbip behy'd. 
Thus I cheat Foe or Friend, 
Before their own Eyes; 
Firſt I anſwer my End, 
Den ſhift my Diſguiſe. [Goes our. 


SCENE III. Changes. 


Mulligrub and his Wife. 


Wife. Tis right, I aſſure you, juſt two and forty 
Pounds. [She lays a Bag on the Table. 

Mull. Well, I'll ſend home the Punch-Bowl; 
then I muſt go and taſte ſome Wines, which are 
juſt landed; bur I ſhall come home to Supper, 

Wife. Truly, Husband, I begin to diflike this 
Vocat ion of ours; what ſignifies mincing the mat- 
ter, you know we do cheat moſt abominably, and 
truly it goes againſt my Conſcience. 

Mull. Hold your peace, Woman, what have we 
ro do with Conſcience ? Don't we keep a Tavern? 
"Tis time enough to talk of that when we have 
got an Eſtate, Go, go, mind your Buſineſs ; ſcore 
falſe, with a vengeance. 


SONG XVII. Old Orphens tickled, Oc. 


Oh never let Conſcience interfere, 
While we ate getting Money, my Dear; 
Be all your Care to cheat and to pleaſe ; 
When we are rich, we'll repent at eaſe, 
With a Twiukum, twankum, twang. 


Go, go, I ſay, and take my Advice with you: 
D 


Wife 


26 Love and REVENGE ; or, 


Wife fing, SONG XIX. Same Tine, 


Tl warrant you, Spouſe, Ill play 3 = 

Since Cheating, you ſay, muſt be my Ar 

My Conſcience [Il quiet, never fear, 

And when ue re rich, we'll repent, my Dear. 
With a Twinkum, twaukum, &c. [ Gees out. 


Brainworm enters like a Barber. 


Mull. How, now, who are you ? 

Brain. Your Barber, Mr. Smack's Journeyman, 
at your Service. 

Mull. Pray, what's your Name ? 

Brain. Timothy Truth. 

Mull. A very good Name ; but where's my God- 
ſon? he us'd to ſhave me. 

Brain. Simons gone to ſhave Parſon Grub, the 
Curate, and my Maſter fear'd you mighr be in 
haſte, and therefore ſent me Will you be pleas'd 
to fit down, Sir? | Brain, puts the Cloth about him. 

| Mull, How long have you been a Barber ? 

Brain. About a Year, Sir. 

Mull. Then you did not ſerve your Time to one ? 

Brain. No, Sir, but I am willing to do any thing 
for an honeſt. Livelihood: A wagging Hand, you 
know, gets the Penny. [Making a Lather. 

© Mull. An ingenious Fellow! 
Brain. Yes, Tr, I have nothing elfe to truſt to. 

Mull, What was you bred to ? 

Brain, The Sea, Sir. 

Mull. What made you leave he Sea? 

Brain. III Luck, Sir. 

Mull. What was it? 

Brain. If the Devil forſakes me now, I'm undone. 
[4/ide.) In my firſt Voyage, Sir, we met with three 
 Algerine Pyrates. which we made all the Sail from 
we could; but being deep laden, we found it im- 
poſſible to eſcape them, and having heard. ſo mu 
of the Barbarity of thoſe People, I choſe rather to 
truſt to the Mercy of the Way es, than become their 

Pri- 
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Priſoner; I therefore prevailed with our Cooper 
to put me in a Barrel, with fix Biskers, then cork 
me up, and threw me overboard. 

Mull. And how didſt thou eſcape at laſt ? 

Brain. Merely by Providence, Sir. I fail'd a- 
bout upon the Sea twelve days, and had nothing 
to live on but the Biskets— Hold up your Head, 
Sir. | 

Mull. Twelve days! O Pox ! that could not 
be, Tim. | 

Brain. Tis true as I'm an honeſt Man—Ar laſt 
I was caſt on Shore, and thinking any Fate better 
than ſtarving, I ſtruck out the Bung, and putting 
my Head out for a little freſn Air, found I wes 

on Greenland. 

' Mull. On Greenland, Tim? How did you know 
you was on Greenland * Was you ever there be- 
ore ? | 

Brain. The Devil confound that Queſtion 
[ Afide] O, Sir, by a white Fox, a Creature that 
was never ſeen in any other Country; it came 
galloping down to the Sea-ſide, and I, at his ap- 
proach, pull'd my Head into the Barrel again.” 

Mull. A white Fox! how | big was this white 
Fox ? a 

Brain. Some what bigger than a large Flanders 
Mare. So, as I was ſaying, he came to the Bar- 
rel, and ſmelling whereabout I was, roar'd like a 
Lion; but as Providence would have it, in that 
very Moment a Fly ſtung his- Buttocks, he turn'd 
round to rub himſelf againſt the Barrel; his Tail 
lying over the Bung-hole, I clap'd hold of it with 
both Hands ; the Fox frighten'd gallop'd as if the 
Devil was at his Tail, and dragg'd the Barrel, with 
me in it, over Hedge and Ditch, for three and 
twenty Miles together; at laſt he jump'd into a 
Wood, and running full ſpeed between two Prees, 
which ſtood cloſe together, ſtav'd the Bagel to 
pieces ; away ran the ”y and out came 1 
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Mall. O! Tim, this muſt be a Gun, Tim. 

Brain. Every Word true, or I wiſh I may never 
ſhave any more. So, Sir, I travell'd to the Port, 
where I met an Engliſh Veſſel, and thence I came 
home in her. Shut your Eyes, Sir, or my Ball will 


make them ſmart. 
Mull. I find you have been a great Traveller. 
Was you ever in. the Popiſh Countries ? 
- » Drain, In moſt parts of ah, Sir, and am ac- 
quainted with all the Monaſteries. O Lord, Sir, 
my Travels would make a large Hiſtory of cu- 
rious Knowledge. I have been in Finland, where 
J have ſeen Ships ſwift ſailing againſt the Wind; 
where the Men can ſhoot Weſtward, and kill 
the Game that flies behind them Eaſtward——— 
Take Time by the Forelock, ſays the Wiſeman— 
I maſt leave the Vintner in the Suds. 
[He takes the Bag off the Table, and goes out, 
Mull. O! Pox, theſe muſt be damn'd Lyes, Tim 
— Come, make haſte tho*. I can't but laugh, 
Ha, ha, ha, when I think what a Bed-roll of Lyes 
thou haſt told off hand, with thy Barrel, thy white 
Fox, thy Horſe- hoe, and Finlanders, Thou 
doeſt not take me for ſuch an Aſs to believe all 
this, ſure ? Why don't you ſhave me? Why 77. 
mothy, I ſhall be blind with winking — 771 
Pit ting— why Tim—{ pitting] O Lord, my Mind 
miſgives me. ¶ Freli on the Table.) Why Wife, 
Wife —O! the Devil, my Money is gone — Why 
Wife, Wife! | 


Wife enters, 


_ Wife, What's the Matter with you, Mr. Mulli- 
grub, that you make ſuch a noiſe ? 

Mull. Where's the Barber? 

: Wife: He's gone, are you not trim'd\}. . 
Mull. Trim'd! yes I am trim'd with a ven- 


geance, Did you take the Money off the Table? 
Wife, Not I, as I'm an honeſt Woman. 


Mul. 


The VinTnteR Ow witted. 29 


Mull. O Lord! I have wink'd to ſome purpoſe 
now. Why the Devil could not you ſtay in the 
Room, while I was ſhaving, you are never in 


way when you may do a Man any good. 
SONG XX. Red Houſe, 


When Women are wanted they'll not come near us, 
And when we are moſt ſad, the leaſt they can chear us; 
How much we miſlake in purſuit of our Pleaſure ! 
Wi graſp at our Torment, and think we've a; Treaſure. 


Wife. Unhappy is the Marriage State ; 
A Race of Sorrow is her Life, 
Whoſe Spouſe in each hard Turn of Pate, 
Lays all the Blame upon his Wife. 1 
LMulligrub goes out. 
Wife. Go thy ways for a ſnatling, couzening 
Cuckold. This Fellow's Humours grow intolera- 
ble to me: When we were firſt married, he thought 
nothing too good for me, and now he is ever find- 
ing fault; he pretends to be jealous, and'1'il rake 
care it ſhan't be without Cauſe. *T will be but 
Juſtice ; for I know he has been falſe to me, with 
my own Maid too. 


SONG XXI. Young Philoret. 
The youthful Pair 
Their Pleaſures ſhare, 
Nor think they'll Ger be ſated; 
But when we're wed | 
Al Joys are fled, 
If Spouſe grows jealous-pated : 
If once to her 
* does ag 
Trull for Nymph. divine 
No Wife's to blame, 
o does that ſame, 
And pays him in his Coin. | 
And pays him, &c. [ Goes out, 


SCENE 
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SCE NE III. Changes. 


Mother Pearce, Bellamira, and Brain worm. 


Bell. Oh! Impudence, am I reduced fo low to 
be ſollicited by thee? 

Brain. By me! why, Bellamira, not by me? 
Here's that which makes me equal with the belt ; 
Honour and Love are both deriv'd from this. { Shews 
'a Purſe.) Tis the Baſis of all Friendſhip, and I'm 
ſure the moſt prevailing Argument with your Sex. 


SONG XXII. Young Bacchus when merry, Cc. 
1. Come haſten together 
Bright Men of the Feather, 
Of the Sword, the Tupee, or the Pen; 
Is your ſeu ral Parts, | | 
Diſplay all your Arts, | 
Which e er made Women Captives to Men. 


2. Behold here a Bribe, 
Out- does all your Tribe, 
Shall the Sex of their Coyneſs defeat; 
This glittering Snare 
Shall lead all the Fair 
From St. James's, to eſsd Lombard-ftreer. 


M. Pearce. By my Conſcience, what he ſays is 
right, and the wiſer we for knowing what to 
rize. What ſignifies a Title? Tis but an emp 

und, and Sound is but Air, and a Woman can't 
live upon Air. And what is Honour but the 
Workmanſhip of Opinion? Marry, there is no 
thriving in this World if you prefer any thing to 
Money. . | 14 | 

Brain. Right, Mother Pearce, you ſpeak like 
an Oracle, tis the grand Mover of all things. 

M. Pearce. Ay, by my troth is it, and the Quint- 
eſſence of Virtue too. No Difgrace is like Po- 


| erty ; for if you obſerve, none but poor Harlots 


are call d Whores; get but Money, and you are 
above Scandal; you may go to Church without 
bluſhing ; 
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bluſhing ; nay, upon my Honeſty, you are com- 
pany for the Parſon of the Pariſh. I remember a 
— Couplet written by an old Bard, to this 

urpoſe, 

: 0 London ! ſay what Shame thy Town reproaches, 
Poor Whores are whipt, and rich ones ridein Coaches, 
Brain, Right, the firſt beat Hemp in Bridewell, 

and the later drink 'Tea with the Juſtices. 

Bell. Ceaſe your helliſh Doctrine. 

Brain. Come, Bellamira, whatever you may think 
of me, I was' once a Gentleman, though poor, de- 
priv'd of all; I have a Heart that pants to venture 
on when Beauty calls ; and this ſmall Stock, which 
my own Induſtry has got, I muſt employ in the 
dear Cauſe. 

M. Pearce. 'Take it, Bel, I have an Apothecary's 
Bill to pay. 

Bell. Hell rake you, and that together. 


SONG XXIII. Whenbright Aurelia. 
All Dignities in Church and State 
May yield to pow'rful Gold ; © 
But, ſuch the wiſe Decrees of Fate, 
The Love of Sexes, and the Hate, 
Are neither bought or ſold. 


Ceaſe your Importunities, you Witch, you De- 
{troyer of my Peace. | 
M. Pearce O! bleſs me, was ever ſuch an un- 
charitable Creature? Go, you would be aſham'd 
to uſe a Woman of my Tears thus, if you had 
any Grace. Have you forgot how kind I have 
been to you, Huſſy? Did 1 not take you from 
the Waggon, a poor, ignorant, aukward, Country 
Girl, with nothing but an old Stuff-Gown to thy 
Back? And inſtead of making thee a Servant, 
did I not put thee into a goodly Condition, give 
thee fine Clothes, and bring thee into the beſt Com- 
pany ? Well, well, rhe Sin of Ingraticude is worſe 
than the Sin of Wirchcrafr. Where do you think 
of going when you die, for uſing me at this rate? 
| 109 { Crying. | 


; 1 
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[ Crying.]J Have I not help'd you to Culls of all 
Nations, and am I thus rewarded ? Well, Berry 
Pearce, go thy ways, thy kind Heart will bring 
thee to the Hoſpital. i "Ut 

Brain. Take this ſmall Tfbute of my conquer'd 
Heart, I may in time increaſe it. 

Bell. Baſe, fervile Wretch! who liv'ſt by Noiſe 
and Riot, can't thou believe, that after Trueman's 
Love, I will receive a Villain to my Arms? 

Brain. Theſe Inſults are unjuſt for proffer'd 
Love. All that I have I offer, my Heart and Gold; 
and if the firſt's deſpis d, the laſt may plead. 

Bell. Take no advantage o'er my lighted . 
Charms ; for though that prejur'd Man, falſe True- 
man's gone, I yet have Beauty that may awe the 
Man whoſe Looks would make thee tremble : and 
dare you ſtand my Power ? 

Brain. I dare, and am reſolv'd upon a Conqueſt, 

[| Seizes her. 


Bell. Sirrah, defiſt, nor tempt too far my Rage. 
Goes out. 


Brain, I will not leave you ſo. 
When Love commands, we muſt purſue the Chace ; 
None but the Reſolute obtain the Race. 
: (Goes out. 
N. Peace. Go thy ways for a cunning Knave. I 
am no Judge of a Man it he ſucceeds not : He has 


what will debauch half our Sex, Money and Im- 


dence. 
Pn Trueman enters diſguis d. 
What would you have, Sir? would you have aught 
with me ? — A proper hand ſome Fellow! but 
ill dreſs'd. bn. * | [4fide. 
True. Madam, I am a decay'd Gentleman. 
M. Pearce. Alas! you can be nothing worſe. 
True. This is a Recommendation of me to you, 
whom I would gladly ſerye. —{ Gives her a Letter.] 
How one Baud will impoſe upon another! They 
are like Lawyers in the way — Buſineſs, give them 
but a Fee, and they'll go through thick and thin. 


Mother Frowzey has here recommended me for a 
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Stallion, in order to anſwer my Defign on Row- 
well, | LAAdt. 
NM. Pearce. Well, Siſter Frowzey gives you a good- 
ly Character, you are obliged to her—Aud ſo 
am I; this Fellow will pleaſe the Counteſs of 
Skimmington admirably, and wy Lady Night-and- Day, 
and the Alderman's Wife out of the City, and, 
by my troth, he'll (erve my own turn.— I like his 
Symmetry, he is well built; my Blood is not fo 
cold as to make me paſt Pleaſure, Well, I row 
he is a portly Fellow. 
{ Bellamira within. Help! help! undone, O help! 
True. Ha! Is my Service ſo ſoon demanded ? 
[Draws his Sword, and goes in 

M. Pearce. Surely the Rogue is raviſhing her. 

Trueman drags in Brainworm, Bellamira followt, 

True. Dog! . 

Bell. Hold, do not kill the Villain; tis enoug 
that you have ſaved me from his Miſchief. 

True. Tho' he deſerves a ſeverer Fate, I will 
obey you. Be gone, baſe Scoundrel. [ Kicks Brain- 
worm out.] What a wretched thing's « Whore, 
that every Raſcal dares approach with Love ! | Afide. 

Bell. Pray, Sir, who are you to whom I am ſo 
much obliged ? | 

True, One that would gladly ſerve you. 

Bell. Thou heſt a brave Soul, I'm ſure; I will 
endeavour to prefer you; in the mean time make 
this your home, 

M. Pearce. Shall any have admittance ? 

Bell. Only the perjur'd Truemas s Friend. 
[ M. Pearce Foes our. 
You may retire, and wait my farther Pleaſure. 
True. I will. Now, Roveuell, ſhall I wieneſs to 

thy Weakneſs. [Goes aut. 

Rovewell enters. 

Rove. Now, my fair Miſtreſs, Soul of my Deſires, 
I come with all the Spoils of conquering Love, 

And lay them, with * * at thy dear Feet. * 


F - * * PF Fr 
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The Bar to all my Happineſs is dead; 
And here's the Witneſs of my Victory. 
[ Shews the Ring. 


SONG XXIV. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trembling. 
N What in Life is worth defiring, 
Tf the Fair we ſeek's unkind! 
See me at thy Feet expiring, 
TJ each other Object blind. 


{ 4 


Drive me to the hardeſt Trial, 
| To the fartheſt India ſend : 
+ v1, Command, be ſure of no Denial, 
Though it is to ſlay my Friend. 
What; not a Smile when Trueman is no more? 
Bell. Is Trueman dead? O! thou inhuman Friend, 
Who took the ſpecious Title to berray ! 
O! Juſtice, can you let this Traitor live, 
That has ſo baſely us'd the Name of Friend? 
Since Trueman 's gone, Life has no Charms to me. 


| + Rove. Surprizing ! Shall I ſay he is not dead? 


Bell. Not dead! and haſt thou, Wretch, deceiv'd 
And is not Trueman dead? oh, what is Man ? 
Did'ſt thou not ſwear, and beg, to give me Proof 
Of thy falſe Paſſion ? And I ask'd but one, 

And that thou haſt deny'd me. From my Sight, 
Or'thou ſhalt feel what my Revenge can a&. 


. ®:Rove, Calm that dear angry Brow, and tell me, 


What Anſwer beſt can pleaſe. - (Lore, 
Bell. Preſumptuous Man! W ee 
How dar'ſt thou trifle thus with my Commands? 

Rowe. Since I am fated to offend, my Love, 

I Will got ſtain my Paſſion with a Lye. 

] have; my Fair, obey'd thy itrit Commands, 

And Trueman now js number'd with the Dad. 

Bell. And may'ſt thou ſon be number d with 
the Damn'd ; ; | 

For thou ba kill'd all that my Soul could love. 

Sa! YU D000 T5 on . 
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SONG XXV. One Evening as I lay. 
x. If my Belov'd is dead, 
All Joy on Earth farewel; 
Henceforth I'll lay my Head 
In ſome far lonely Cell. 
2. Welcome the mournful Shade, 
And Deſarts, where I'll ftray ; 
PII to the gloomy Glade, 

And weep my Life away. | 
Rove; 'This is an ill Reward for all my Love ; 
Ingratitude like this ſhall cure my Heart. | Gun. 
Bell. I muſt not let him go till I'm reveng'd. 

O Trueman, I ne er knew how much I low 
How much I priz d thee, till this fatal Hour. [ Afide. 
Stay, I relent; O ſtay ! and give my Heart 
The ſoft Indulgence of a Moment's Grief, 
For him I once ſo lov'd. | 
Rove. Forget him now ; 
He groſly wrong'd you, and who wrong'd ſuch 
Charms, 
Ought to be puniſh'd with no'leſs than Death: 
I made your Cauſe my own, and ſtab'd my Friend, 
And for my Service wait the dear Reward. 
Bell. One Hour I ask to moderate my Woes 
For him who lately was ſo dear to me. 
Rove. Still on that Subject! 
Bell. Thou art ſtain'd with Blood, 
I cannot yet receive you to my Arms; 
But grant the Hour I ask, and I'm your own. 
Rove, Do not deceive me, Fair-one. 
Bell. No, by Heaven! | 
I will reward thee—as thy Guilt deſerves, Ade. 
Rove. Here, keep this Ring, and every Moment 
I count, in Abſence, a long Year of Love. [chink 


+4 SONG XXVII. Trweed-ſide. 
I. Farewel to all Joy for a while, 
Here I leave my fond Heart in your Power, 
O ! bleſs my Return with a Smile, 
An Age ſball 1 * the long Hour. 
2 


Lon and REVENGE; , 
2 115 Jad Exile I'go, —_— 


While len 


5 1 \Goesour. 
Bell. Thou credulous, vain, treacherous Fool, 
” farewel. 
Now ſhall my Soul indulge her great Revenge : 
This Ring inſtructs me how to act, Fll 2 
AbdGrene to Charlot ſuch a dreadful Tale, 
As thro' her Ear ſhall ſtab her to the Heart. 
And when this faithleſs Rovewel7 ſhall return, 
Pit be — for him. Who waits without? 
Trueman exters, 
8 Tae | What « Devil this Women is! [4fide. 
True. Where · ever you command. How 


Call a Coach this minute; and attend me. 
and how Revenge poſſeſs her Soul? 


RIS SCENE IV. The Strwe. 
Brainworm alone, 


I think it is the Fate of Men of my Voeation to 
apply what we extract from Fools, to the Uſe of 
ſome inſolent Whore, who maintains her Paramour 
at our Ex I, who am ſo excellent a Maſter 
in all the ſubtile Arts of Cireumrention, am not 

proof againſt the Inſinuation of Beauty. A kind 
of Witchcraft is in Bel/amira's Face, that makes 

me her Bubble whether I will or no. 

Euer Mulligrub, and the Goldſmith's Apprentice 

with a Siluer Punch- Bowl, 

Mal. Be ſure you take particular care of it; 
deliver it to my Wife's own hands. My Head runs 

plaguily on that Rogue Brainworm, who is able to 

cheat the Devil; if ever I catch him, I'll wy ws 

entice 20 


Devil with him. 
[Mulligrub and few | 
t when wi rp 
'n have you cloſer yet, Friend Mulligrul, my 


Brain. The Fox grows 
Mouth waters alter your Funch-howl. If 1 was 
| 2 Sat 


3» Sn 2 
þ * * 
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| | "7 
—_ pay nnn 5 
1 


|; 4 Sin; but to wring the 
. baſe Tumbler of 1 
torions, I will draw a Lot for the P 
without the Fear of a Halter before 


SCENE v. Ganges. 
Heartfree, Cherlot and Loui. 
Heart. I know you love him, Grit; Di mu- 
lation therefore is acedleſs, I give you my Con- 
ſent; and once more tell you, I dan never approve 
EF 
your dell. | Kt 
Char. Sir, I know not how to requite 
ns . 
art. What ſays my little Volstile, ha? Well 
thou ſha'not gnaw rhe 


, +» #Þ 
GS 7% YL 


' Low. Indeed you ought to. provide me « 

Husband as ſpon as you can ; for when my Cou- 

ſin's diſpas d of, 1 ſhan't care to lie alane. 

SONG XXVII. The Jamaica. 

When Maids alone | 
make their Moan, 


Serv, Sir, here's a Lady deſires to ſpeak with 


you. | 
© - Heart. Wait upon her in. *Tis well my Age 


1 my Heart againſt the Power of Beauty : 
once conld not hear of the Approach of a Lady 


- Vithout ſending my Heart half-way to meer her. 


Emer 


= 
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Dziter Bellamira and Trueman diſguiſed, 

Vs your Buſineſs with me, fair Lady? © 

Del. I cannot tell, Sir, till I know your Name. 

Are you Father to the fair Charlot Heartfree ? 

Heart. I am, fair Witneſs ; and this is the Maid 

you name. PETR 

Bel. My Time's but ſhort, and what I have to 

fay muſt be with ſpeed. Madam, you had a Lo- 

ver once, young Trueman. 3 

Char. Had ! good Heaven; I hope, and have. 

Bel. No, Rovewell has baſely kill'd him. 

Char. O! miſerable Chariot [She faints. 
Heart, Look to my Daughter. 

Bel. Madam, look up, this Concern he merits 

not; Pity brought me here to undeceive you. His 

Vows and Soul were mine, entirely mine. 

Lou. This muſt be Malice ſure. 

Bel. Madam, do you know this Ring? he gave 

it me in triumph o'er your Love. 


Char. Sure all Mankind is falſe. 


SONG XXVII. Send back my long ſtray'd Eyes. 
Hou hard thy Fate, unhappy Maid ! 
By Vows of Love too ſoon betray d. 
Men court our Charms and then they fly : 
' Theydeave deſpis'd ” 
M bat once they prix d, | 
And view unmov'd th enchanting Eye. | 
I cannot blame his Paſſion for ſo much Beauty 


». us appears in you ; but he ſhould not have ſported 


with my Misfortunes; at leaſt I deſerv'd his Pity. 
Help me, for I grow faint. 

Heart. Lead her in, and be careful of her. 
F [ Charlot and Louiſa go our. 

True. Come, Patience, to my aid; till I have 
ſeen how far this Woman will extend her Fury. 
0 _s . [Li4fide. 
Heart. Confeſs'd, Madam, and to you? on what 
Acquaintance pray? "I 

| 2 Bel. 


ay 


® 
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Bel. He lov'd me, and, ſeeing no Poſſibility of 
gaining me while Trueman liv'd, murder'd his Ri- 
val, and vaunted of his Villany to me. It you 
will go where I'll conduct you, you ſhall bear 
him confeſs it again to me. 

Heart. Madam, I'll loſe no Time, but follow _ 
you, we'll take ſome Officers with us; and if 
Rovewell is ſuch a Villain, he ſhall feel the utmoſt 
Rigour of the Law. [Thy go out. 


SCENE VI. Changes. 


Enter Mrs. Mulligrab and the Apprentice with the 
Bowl. She ſpeaks as the Boy goes out. 

Wife. Well, Jarvis, remember me to your Ma- 

ſer and Miſtreſs, and tell them I acknowledge the 

Receit of the Bowl. ; 


Brainworm enters," dreſs'd like à Gold-ſmith's A 
prentice, with a Joul of Salmon in a Diſh. + 
Brain, A fair Hour to you, Miſtreſs. 
Wife. A handſome Compliment, I'll write it 
down. I'm ſure it deſerves a good Return.' A 
beautiful Thought to you, Sir ! | | 
Brain. Your Husband, and my Maſter, Mr. Bur- 
niſb, have ſent you a Jowl of Salmon, and th 
intend to be with you ſoon, with my Miſtreſs 
and Maſter Billy to ſeaſon the Bowl ; which your 
Husband deſires you to ſend back, to have the 
Two firſt Letters of your two Names engrav'd 


on it, Which were forgot before, and they'll bring 
it with them. ' | 


Wife. Has he ſent no Token ? 
Brain. That he was in the Suds this Morning? 
fe. That's a ſad, but a true Token. Here take 
it, and tell them, I ſhall expect their Company 
impatiently. LBrainworm goes with the Bowl) Flaſh! 
why Flaſp : | 
Flaſh. Coming, Madam, coming. | 
Wife. Come quickly, ſpread the Table, lay Nap» 
Vins, and pertume the Room a little; for this 4 


WF 
* 
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Tobacco is very offenſive, Wel, this Mr. 
Nis one of the beſt Gallants T ever had, for 
he is always ſending me a" nice Bit, and is very 
 relpectul to my Husband, © | 
SONG XX. Health to n 
Fee would gain the Vie, Sir, = —_ 


n you love as your Life, Sir 3 
2525 bY D all you can PL 0 "0013 DI inen 
To pleaſe the Man, 


N one I ay to the Wife, Sir. 
OF Mulligrub enters. nn 
Mul. Well, Robin Midligrub, be not diſrourag d; 
Thiidgs will go well at laſt. . 
* 4 glad you're come, Husband. Where 
are they? | e eee 
- Mul, How now! how now |! a Treat going ſor- 
ward ! Who treats, Peg, who treats ? Pa 
Wife. Prichee, leave fooling: Are they come? 
Mul. Come ] Who come? . 2 
_ © Wife. Lord, how wy bf ou ſeem! © 
; * how firange ? Is the Woman 
mad ? n | : 
Nie 1 ſay, ftrange ! You don't know who ſent 
me a Jowl of Salmon, and ſaid they d come to 
| Supper ; do y | | *h 
Mul. Ha! Salmon! Peace, not I; the Meſſen- 
ger has miſtook the Honſe. Let us ear it before it 
is etfquir'd for. Come, come, Vinegar, quickly, 
Flaſh—I ſhall have good Luck.—I never taſted 
Salmon that reliſh'd better Well, tis delightful 
to eat at another Man's Coſt. 
"Wife: Ay, Mr. Bitrniſh is a civil Man. 


_© Mul. Mr. Burns? 4 5 
5 IPife, Yes, did not he, or you, or both, ſend the 
Mal. No, I ſay, no. ee fot 


_ Wife. By Mr, Burnifp's Man? 
"Aud. I ſay no. 


- Wife. Did no body ſend Werd, that he und. eb 


CC” 
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WIr Bly would come to ſap here? 
N, nog nd. - MU 
Wife. And ſeaſon Fandb-bow! 

Meal. Ha | Bowl! | Lays downs bis 
= And did not I fend the Bo 
ro Order? 
ED | ” 


? 

| 264 And is the Bowl gone ? þ ie delivered? 
deperced ? deſundtꝰ ha! 
Wife. Deliver d! yes, Aua, it io delivr'd; rd 
— ill we my Pray and i 
will never : 

4 — y my yers again: * 
scon xxx. 1 l n 
Mul. Thow Liſte— 
. The Robe | 64 
Mul, N ” 4 5 
| Fine 4 Fe, * 
Wie The Name of a Bride © 


I'd bun, fince thus I've e. 


Mul. Look to my Houſe, for it is hawated ſubd 
with evil Spirits, "Hear me, thou Plague, thou 
Woman! Thou Wife; if I have not my Bawl a- 

in, I will ſend thee to the Devil: 1 Fo 
Ccojurer rr Death 
and Hellf Goes out. 

Wife. Bleſs me, what frightſal Words are thieſe | 
L hope he is but drunk, 5 (le. 


Thee SCENE VII. ' Charges. 


- | Bediftiwornl excers; -- „ 
- Brain, Sure the Devil is about extraordinn 


* 
« 


. 4 ' 


* Lovz and REvences ; or, | 

pen to rattle» my Darbies ſoon, I ſhan'r want 
Company. Ha! n Xs 
rr + 


4 Fidle enter; witha C (Het on... naue — 


him down, . . 4 ö 14 
- AW.O!O!O! 

: Brain, ¶ ſearching his Pockets} The Devil has ſent 
me a fine Prize, a'poor Fidler; I took him for a 
Gentleman : but y as I'm diſappointed, Pil have 
a Cloak for my Knavery Takes the Cloak and goes our. 

Fd. The Rogue: has made a ſoft Place in my 
Head. Stop Thief, Stop Thief. ¶ Runs out. 


Moulligrub en enters, and meets Brainworm in the Cloak. 


Mal. 1 muſt be my Arch-Rogue Brainworm. 
[ ſeizes him.] Have T kT; you at laſt! Pi! make 
an Example of you, Sirrah, [ Brainworm ſlips a- 
way, and leaves the Cloak with Mulligrub.] The Dog 
has given me the Slip; but I have a good Clos 
* which will go a little way to repair my _ 


- Emer Fidler, Conktable: and Watch-men. 


Fid. Stoß Thief, ſtop Thief. Here's the _ 
Mfr. Conflable, with my Cloak on his Back. 
;» Conſt Seine hin. 
$: What erde Marter, Genrlemen? for God's 
| - 3 

_ 7 Yeoh as watt hold" your: to the 
* Cloak on your Back convicts you. e 

Mal. Why, ſure the Fellow's a Fool. 

Aa Yo, no, on, $ no Fool, — ef 
and that's my Cl which ole from me, and 
I' ſwear it. ; * g 
| | Conſt. Come, come, bring him along, K 

f 4; 4 e This damn d Rogue Brainworm, is cor- 
IF N I may happen to be aa, 
deen, and that would be hard. 
e ee Sy no Words z y=_ dare not . 

Won FY, gf. lets 3 e. br 


1 1 . PL 
1 | 1 
= % | # z 
4 OTF” - 


* 
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„ SONO XXXL . 
Na Len ere 4 
Te the Reand-bouſy FI * "4 
-_ ne" * 
* 44 of 5 auty 96 . | . Lo 3 A 


bat © 7'Þ behave tike a Min: © * 
Mm Pm comem, 
Ven Races quote ran. a — * " TS &Þ +4 


- | 1 ds nemov/d from the Naiſe 15 y 

* .. Of @ termagain Wife, 1 
Ce of Fige de eee 

f! 4 | | 

"> FOI loſe 7 {y : 

10 ” Ae — + bs * 
Of a termagane e. 


vw + ial ws 
„Ar 


Enter Charlot and Loud | 


Char HY, dear Lowiſa, ſhould it be « 
Crime to die, Ihen Lite becomes 
a 8 to us? 
Lou. Prithee leave theſe melancholy 

8 Life, pine for one Man] why, Girl, — 
a thau art young, and haſt Beant D to 

tract half” the Fops in Ton. 
Char, Oh! thou art happy; would [could be fo 
— or had even a brutal Temper that 


| a = Emocions of Grief or 
_ 
La Call you : boned t now ee tis 


great, to have a Soul that can withſtand the 
| * —— and is not liable to * 
as ridi- 


* 
1 


= was thy gentle Touch diſpoſe ber 


—_ A 4 * 1 7 N _— 1 * * ju 
Co” — a * 
ol 7 


tan Ravancr e 


Ir Borel ren ker. Fe 


rm: 


ridiculoug 
rn 
yet not ſo much s t —＋ 
feel his { his Mialoerins as 6 Feng. nor 
Char. Qh Loviſa! thou aj like 
Heart ne er felt the Sympeoms rous Paſ- 
fion; in real Love there ae e. bn 
ference. 2 

methinks I ſhould not die. 

Don. My Dear, eee 
what my Uncle has cold me ; for this Woman was 
a Miſtreſs, whom he has long ſince caſt off, and 
what has happen'd was by-her Contrivance to be 
reveng'd on him, or put you in Deſpair. 2 1 
believe Tema is not degd ;, nor can 1 think 
Kowerue could be fo baſe upon any account to kill 
him, much leſs on this, which would be a Blot on 
2 we 2 and dope eight, tie 
; ity pow. not tonight, lie 
892 and I'll fing to sn. SE on 


$ONG.2 XXXII. Pia beniena 
0 Of the . 5 _ 


— 


To tht Swerti of bainy NM. 


0 4 7 cams Ane ber, 5 nd 
Farms game, gf 
nd ih 04 ons to delight ber, 7ÞT R 


Give at leaf. ical. 40, Sl 224; as | 


ww ale alas I vals wo, 

eis Muſick bur in $1 A Rains, 
_ = dan n-gs i >: 1 - 

| ; ares ! 51.3 06G 

ae Trueman . enednogun 
% Thus, * Creatures 
Lou. Yacivil Sir, who are ? 251 
2 Fhue, One che Comfon: hal my Love 


Ns! Stand by, I'have 's Cordial in my Vober. 
* 1 Ann . 


Gar. 


= "Pp 


— 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
1 


e Fugitive, x away and; 
n 
r. 44202 
Haarefree. ana, 
Far. Oh l my Girls, I'm ſorry to be the Mei- 
ſenger of duch ill News, Finn on- 
demn 3 
Lou. 
— 


e aid he would produes . 
d you 

EO 

did ſo, bur the Goldſwich denied his 


2 own former Conſt{fion" weg 

; and ther Mother of all 
1 -the | Ba 
Murder: — bo a he 


= Jney but, to hear his Wiſhes l his Curſes! his 


 #hep world bayt made a Comedy. Hut dome; let 
us all to Newgate with Expeditiqn, and releaſo the 


* 


39 41 Du Doe 101 1 nl 


Len u 1142 Dru di ego 03294 2 


125 2 whete?—T am ſo tranſport- 
am 

ed; ſure Lamania Dream all this While: well, I'll 

E again and wake my ſelſ. But 

his Surptias had like to have made me 


coudemn'd g, ſoł a Rob 


e ihne n 


Ae Der Hod Mulligrub den Robberyꝰ Was it 


prov'd upon him? ener 
Heart. By 2 poor dirty Fellow but be ſwore 
nk-agaiat. him. Tis certain a Cloak was 


won 
aſtolen 3 that Cleak was titaken upon Aulligrubs 


Sack 3 the Jaſlice of Peace was drunk that com- 
mitted Hum the Judges ſevete and in haſte ; the 
dad hupgry ;;aod:fo the Knave was 


Prayers! and bis ill-ximfd Leal l by my Troth 


por Gentleman from his Artadſul Coutemplatious 
0 Depth and the Gallows. Sil, ot 10139001 ab 1 
A With Alteur Heart. (yen. 


SCENE II. The obs gate 


* 1 


| Prifon#ri' begging. 
Jak — the poor Pri ſaners I Qoſe, 


-cloſe, a Doub vin ithe Condewn d- hold, 
and Change ſor a Tiſſey: Pray remember the poor 
-Prifoners, 5 bluosw 9 1 goy dg 1 an.l 
Shamele n you for u Sm of 4 
elacakingly 499m beglr-Remember the Noot, you 
ni eling Hitch 


er's and feteh out his 
Er his. harden:d Heart ? Stund 
and, let me eine: to abe Grete, 


—— 


ice But how? which | 


aelb you-/auri:Neighbour Mulligrub che Vintoer is 


| I that a Veiee to dive o te 
Bottom, o Uſure 


1 8 Wen, 19, 


* "Jak * dear 36 i 17 | 
—_ ou 


i 


» * 
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ſhould ee agate ne 
1 Ny 0-1 

Shame. Why then, you whiniog Car, mecha 
more need to beg, that we may at parting 
Stand by, and obſerve me, with what an audible 
Voice ll move Compaſſion ———Chriſttans, pity 
the poor Priſoners of this loathſome Dungeon, and 

it will be reſtor d to you ten-fold ; drop your Ho 
ty into this little Box, the only Support, Relief 
and Comfort of twenty poor wretched Souls. Now! 

ble Sir, remember the poor Priſoners,” 111 


7 Mawey! aud yors In. "0H 
Heaven wane A SR and te- 
= 


ſtore. it to you ſeventy»fold. . 44 4! 


„2 3 enter, they t ** 


into the Box, and goin. 
Ha ! Ladies alighted ! Moſt beautiful Ladies, r. 
. your noble Charity among twenty miſerable 
oppreſſed wich Hunger and Cold, mer- 
cifiand fair. vi ty the Miſeties of unforcunars, 
young Men, whoſe few ſhort Hours of Life hall 
all employ d in Prayets for our noble Benefactors 
guy 14 55 the Poor. Ha! cis Gold, by this 
| N So now a' ſhort Life and a merry one; 
well have it all in Drink, Boys, and when the 
Hour'comes, die like Heroes, ling the Plalm mer- 


| eee arg we're ſober, * 
Ua che Aoi 24 They go from the Grate 
'” SCENE IT ci u — ; 


1808 Rovewel and Heartfree enter. 2 — 711 
"Rove. No, Sir, 12 not bluſh, nor are my Cheeks; 
18 guo- 


ED 4k, 8 


A. (ub Wor 


11 99g Ar. 42 


minious 
Hart. No 504 


& 
* 
t 


"i 
=. 


1 Den nnen ee 
222 oe in 317 ed bo 4 
4 Upon — fymony 2 

4 you, how Lame tu ſay what 

— has feig'd hien rh — nor, 
be eould-noret{+ be chus unnd. Fa fre wen} 
ere agen me die, and after find me 


. ny the Miro + bake 


| of all: theſe hanging Apprehenſivas, 
FD and if you wont rake my 
Word, here he come wo tell you.ſo him. 
21 „Trueman, Chartve,. ard.Louile ar. * 
"may Ha! my dear Tn hrs you ee kind 


ks: 1 wa wir to mk you lylfer for your 
3 ons 0 1 hope you will forgive 


rr. 51 7 — ! which way mull I look 7 
. Nay, dondt hide your Face, or cutn 7e. | 


u very giad co know, w x: 6 Mi my avg 
Lak has need of you ; an in | 


 rhieſe Chains caſter chan ref 4; ne y 
'£ like a" malieiqus Women am for 
5 Em Te What ſay you? ls du vetirure, of 


r and fag. elle 


Falch at the 
Roe. Cl you accept Cri Criminal in Hunde “ 
Du. The Bones ber char Reaſon, with my Un- 
cle s Leave, for. Lſhall have a bank upogyou, hen 
re iuſbient, and can upbraid you with cue Place 
whence I had you. 


Tra, He cannot but comment! your Paſon for n f 


lim. 

"Rive Ti allabvd o be fo much obliged, 
1 Nay, leave the Shame to her, movie 
; rey to Be ſo extravagant _ bur yelfer- rage fr 


"day ſhe 8 a Fe deſery d to be 
re - + 
en; you under the Gallows ? * 1 | 
r 


The vucregn Outty tted. 7 
Prailty of the rr 
Fellows think ſo lightly of * 


SONG XXXII. The Manſel. 
Women in Joy or Woe 
Are to Extremes inclining, ESE 
This Day our Sorrows flow, t 

h weeping, ſobbing, whining, | 
R 

Endeavouring to be pleaſing, 
But take us either way, 

In Joy or Moe we're teafing. 


* You're too ſevere upon your own 
Madam. There is nothing ets £20 can do bt 


W 

ot even when I offer Marrimony to yout 

Then here's my Hand upon 
Rove. Thou ar ll heavenly, and I um this 

for ever. Farewel all you Follies, I have: 


been wild and roving in my Time ; long toſt on 
the dangerous Ocean of looſe Defires, but am now. 


reſolr d to rel contented with a virtuous Love, © 


SON G XX XIV. Bartholomew- Fair. 
The Sailor thus, of every wanton Wind the Sport, 
When Billows are roaring, | 
H Fortune 
Looks out for Port; 
8 Stars have ſafely u bim 
Shore, 


eee ts ef the Seas no more. 


1 SONG XXV. Same T 
"Ia wo Dave ee 
_ Of Lind he grows weary, 


1 3 


8 = 


30 ' Love and ReveNGE; or, 

80, Mr. Rovewel, I fear *cwilt be with you; you 
have been ſo much us d to roam from Place ro 
Place, that you can never confine yourſelf to one 
Station —bũt howevet Im feſolved to take my 
Chance. * I 

Rove. You are ſo generous twill be impoſſible 
for me ever to think of Uiſobliging you: And, now, 
Sir, I muſt ſue to you for Pardon. [ To Heartfree. 

Heart. No, Sir, I muſt have my Revenge on 
you, and fince you have ex iy the Hangman, 
you ſhall be noos'd by the Prieſt. n | 
—_— Hanging and martying; you ſee, go by 

eſtiny. 1 
; Heart I'll have the Sentehce put in Execution 

immediately; the Ordinary Mall do the Buſineſs, 

he can bring a Man to Repentance as ſoon as any 
one of his Fangio come, We'll go down, and ſee 
what ſort of Figure my Neighbour Mulligrab makes 
under his Midforrinies, and releaſe the two wic- 
ked Women, and in the mean time I'll ſend to 
Doctors-Commons for a conjugal Warrant, and 
commit you both to the Cuſtody of Hymen. 

| [They all go out. 


SCENE IV. The Lothe of Newgate. 
Keeper calh. 
Bring out the Priſoners that are order'd for Exe- 
cution. 


Enter Bellamira, Mother Pearce, Shamele Is, Harry, 
Jack, Tom, Mulligrub, and others, Mrs. Mul- 
ligrub, and a Friend of one of the Priſoners. 


Shame. So, Mother Occupy, you are preparing 
for your Journey, you are equipt with a Noſegay, 
and a Prayer-Book > What do you weep for, the 
Sins of your Youth, or the Fear of a Halter ? Now 

if you had kept within the Bounds of your own 
kbar Fornication, and Adultery, and not * 
ceeded to Murder, you had not Len fatigu d, in 
your old Age, with a Journey from Newgare to 
Tybutn. M, Pearce. 


The VMWruER Qutwitted. 51 


M. Pearce. Well, well, if I em ro be hang'd I 
can't help it; hut Comfort js, I ſhall die a good 
Proteſtant, and a Higb-Church Woman. 

Mull. O Lord, little did I think of coming to 
this untimely Death. 

Shame. Come, prithee leave whining, 2 Pox on 
thee for a Chicken hearted Son of & Whore, you 
are enough to make us all Cowards. I think its a 
great Mercy you pre to be hang'd in ſo good Com- 


oy 1 O dear ! can you talk ſo, and are 

juſt ws leave the World ? 

| . ill no kind Chriſtian give one a Draught 

of Drink, I'm almgſt choak d? 

| Shame. Have but a little Patience, and you'll be 
uite choak d. Why, what haſt thou loſt thy 

Crd too, Tom, what do'ſt cry for? 

Tom, I don't cry ſo much becauſe I'm going to 
be hang d, but to think I have no Money to buy 
me a Coffin. 

Shame, Never trouble thyſelf about that ; my 
fond, fooliſh Father has ſent me a Coffin, but faith 
T have bit the old Prig, and fold my Body to the 
1 pk ſo I'll equip thee with my Carrion-Box. 

om. Thank you kindly, I wiſh I could do the 
ſame;for you. 


A Boy enters with Drink. 
Shame. Come, came, here's ſome Liquor, booze 
about, we have not long to live, let's make the 
moſt of our Time. 
SONG XXXVI' 

Since Life is at beſt but a Cheat, 

An empty chimerical Bubble, 

The Prig who would truly be great, 
Will ſooneſt get rid of its Trouble. 
Then to thee, my Buff, let us quaſf, 
Who next to the Nubbing- Poſt trudges, 
At Pimps that ſurvive him may laugh, 
And ſhew his bare Meg to the Judges. 
Tol, lol, dee, 


G 2 Tom: 


* ay” 4. MG „ 


J CLovx and REVENCE or, 
Tom fing. ] Then bid we farewel to the Wit, 
TDo- day puis an End to our Sorrow, 

De Cull well deſerves to be bit, 
Who builds his fond Hopes on to-morrow, 
What have we now longer to fear, 
Mete got to the length of our Tether : 
We'll knock off our Darbies and Care, 
And merrily morris together. 
Tol, lol, dol, dee. 

Friend. Well Tommy, I am ſorry I can't ſtay eo 

lee the laſt of you, but I wiſh you a good Journey. 

Shame. Thank you, thank you, Bob, I wiſh you 
"the ſame with all my heart ; but do you hear, re- 
member my kind Love to my Brother Sam, and be 
ſure tell him I die like a Cock, damu'd hard 

; Tol, lot, de, dol. 
* Enter Keeper. | 
Keep. Here's good News for the two Women; 
the Gentleman, who was thought to have been 
.murder'd, is found at laſt, and perfectly well. 

M. Pearce. Ha!] then I'm a Woman again, Hea+ 
ven be thanked. Bellamira, I hope no body has 
taken our Houſe, it ſtood rarely well for Buſineſs. 
x Mull, What, is there no hope of a Reprieve for 
me * 4s | 

Keep. None at all; but here's a good Man come 
to prepare you for t'other World. | 

, * A-lack-a-day ! then I'm in a bad way in- 

- deed. 

Enter Brainworm diſguis'd like a Presbyterian Parſon, 
Heartfree, Trueman, Rovewel, Charlot and 
Louiſa. 

Brain. Friend, I have been acquainted with thy 
Misfortunes, from thy pious Paſtor, Maſter Za- 
chariah Thampit, who, lying on a ſick Bed himſelf, 
hath ſent me to give thee ſome ſpiritual Advice, 
and be, as it were, a Staff to thee in the grea 
Leap thou art going to take, as it were, thou 
knoweſt not whither. | | 
8 1 Tru 
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' Tru. Bellamira, twas Madneſs in thee to ſup- 
poſe thou could'it enſlave me for ever; you muſt 
now quit all Hopes of me; but as I think thou 
art in thy ſelf ſomething nobler than moſt of thy 
Profeſſion, howe'er thy Love to me had plung'd 
thee in ſuch wicked Deſigns, which Providence 
has prevented, if you think you can forgo your 
former Courſe of Living, I will provide for you in 
a decent manner. 

Bel. Such Generoſity muſt conquer every Breaſt 
that has any Spark left in it of Gratitude, or Shame. 
I am too ſenſible of my paſt ill Conduct, and the 
Wickedneſs my Love urg'd me to; but hope my 
future Penitence will mite me deſerve your Par- 
don and your Pity. 

Mrs. Mull. Indeed, my Dear, this is a very com- 
fortable Man. | 

Mul. He is ſo; but, pray Mr. Zeal, leave my 
Soul a little to itſelf, and ler me have ſome of your 
Counſel concerning my Body; I owe Mr. Burniſþ 
the Goldſmith torty Pounds, and ſuppoſe he ſhould 
be ſo unneighbourly now to ſet a Serjeant on my 
Back, as I am going to Execution. 

Brain. Ah ! trouble not thyſelf with tranſitory 
Things, but have an Eye to the main Chance. 

| [ Picks his Pocket. 

Tru. Obſerve, Rovewell, that Rogue of a Parſon 
is picking Mulligrub's Pocket. 

Rove. Have patience, we'll dete& him preſently. 

Brain, Your Shoulders are in no danger, —but 
for your Neck, —Plinius Secundus, or Marcus Tullius 
Cicero, or ſomebody, ſayeth, that a threefold Cord 
is not eaſily broken. 

Mull. A very learned Man !—Well, I am not 
the firſt honeſt Man that has been hang'd, and L 
hope in Heaven I ſhall not be the laſt. 

Mrs. Mull. Ah, Husband ! I little thought to 
have ſeen this Day; had you been hang'd deſer- 
yedly, it wou'd never have vex'd me, for ma- 
ny an innocent Man has been hang d deſervedly : 

but 


* \ 


34 [Love and ReveNnce ; or, 
but to be caſt away for nothing! oh! oh! oh4 

Brain. Moderate thy Grief, good Woman, thou 
wilt ſhortly be a Widow, and I will come and 
comfort thee. 

Mrs, Mull. You ſhall be welcome by Night or 
by Day. But pray, Husband, are we to fand the 
Halter, or they ? 

Mull, Thou fimple Woman, how can'ſt chou ask 
ſuch a Queſtion? they, they, to be ſure. 

Mrs. Mull. I could not tell, and ſo brought one 
with me, for fear of the worlt. Thou haſt been a 

dear Husband to me, Robin, and I was not 
ſhou'd want any thing I could 9; you to. 

Mull. Thank you kindly, dear Y 

Mrs. Mull. I beſpoke it of our Neighbour 
the Collar-maker, and gave him ſtrict Charge to 
make it ſtrong enough; and he afſured me, he 

con'd not make a better, if it was for his own 


Wife. 
beholden to all my Friends, who are 


Mull. I'm 
ſo ready to ſerve me at this time. 

Mrs. Mull. Oh, my poor, dear Husband ! I 
can't bear the loſs of you; wou'd I was to be 
hang'd in your ſtead, 

Mull. Ah, my Dear, I wiſh you was with all 
my heart, that would be a 2 indeed. Well, 
I here make Confeflion of all my Sins.—If I owe 
any Man any thing, I heartily forgive him; and if 
any Man owes me any thing, I delire%he may pay 
my Wife. 

Brain. Very good. 

Mull. Here, Peg, are the Writings of has _ 
Brainworm's Eſtate, who has brought me to this 
untimely End, dear Writings to me! take care of 
them. 
"Brain, Ha! my \ritings ! now for a lucky. 
Stratagem to retrieve thoſe, and I'm a Man 2. 
Af 
Mull. And now, my Dear, take leave of wy 

honek Husband. 3 * 

rs, 


. 
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Mrs. Mull. No, 2 I'll not 
leave you now, Tu ſee you hang d firſt. 


SONG XXXVIL Let the Soldiers rejoice. 
With my Love can I part ? 
Oh ! "twill break my fond Heart, 
To behold thy ſweet Neck in a Halter, 


Mull. F the Fates won d ſo pleaſe, 

Now to give my e eaſe, 

I my Neck for thy Neck moſt gladly won d alter. 
Brain. But Brother, you muſt have been a 
Broachet of prophane Veſſels, have made us 
drunk with the Juice of the Whore of Babylon ; 
for whereas good Ale, 1 * _ 6 erry, were the 
true Antient Britiſh and 77 rojan Li ou have 
4 ht in P pech, French and ines, to 

he fabverting. f ring, and —— of 
* a good * nt Subject 

[ Picks 2 Mulligrub's Pocker, 
Tru. Ha! Mr. H 15 have we caught you? 
Muligrub, he has Pick d thine, and thy Wife's 
8 
is Light "tis Brainworm ! 
. Ko Sir, e endeavour to ſave my Life, and 


Pi tell all. 

Mull. Oh! Rogue, Rogue, wou'd you have been 
ſo wicked to have taken away my Life ? 

Brain. Why, really, Sir, to tell the plain Truth, 
I believe I ſhou'd have ler you been hang'd before 
T had told of myſelf: but confider *tis Fg who 
have brought me to the Condition of hanging or 


ſtarving. Keekle 


enters, 


p Keep. Mr. Mulligrub, here is a Pardon come down 
or you. 
Mull. Heaven be thanked. Now, Rogue, I think 


I have yeu upon the Hip. 
Tru. Come Mulligrul. this good News ſhould 


ſtop all Reſentment. Twou'd be pity to _ 
the 


to ro. your Ts z whilſt you uojuſtly kept his 
. te.from him, the Fellow muſt eat ome how 
| 2 er. 


Mull. Well, I won't proſecute the Rogue now, 
| though he will abe hang d at laſt. 

Brain. I thank you, Sir, but Jt 
Prophet if poſſible. Deſperate Diſeaſes muſt have 
_ deſperate Cures; I'll e'en marry, And ſee if that 
\ will ſaye me from the Gallows. _ 

Mull. Say you ſo, why then to turn you honeſt, 

* and make you amends for the Injuftice I have done 

| you, III give you my Daughter for a Wife, and 
4 


houſand Pounds to maintain her. Tis beſt to 
compound with the Knave, or he'll rob me of as 


- Girl to keep ſtill. | 
Brain What, lovely Nancy! a delicious Girl, 
and kiſſes luſciouſly ; ; 5 your 7 Sir. 

- Mull. Then here's the Mortgage of thy Eſtatg 
to bind the Bargain. III leave off Trade, and ſec. 
thee up in my Houſe: Thy Reputation is good 

ough for a Vintner, if not, I'll get thce choſe a 
Cee e- Aan ; and when you are once 


25 


be forgot. 
Keeper enters. 


Hary waits for you, 


by their Hands, and lead them to 9 


and e was _ owing 


+. got into the Herd, your former Roguery will ſoon 


n Keep. Sir, the Licence is come, and the Ordi« 
Heart. Come, young Fellows, take your Girls 


make you a falſe 


much as her Fortune comes to, and I ſhall have the 


4 


4 kt 4 [Exeunt. 
| 4 GRAND CHORUS, 2 
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